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Uruguay did not dare stop in Hope Bay, so the Anderson-Duse
collection was abandoned.
This expedition revealed for the first time that Graham Land
and the mountainous islands of the Antarctic Archipelago are an
extension of the Andes Mountains. The fossils told a fascinating
chapter of geologic history. They showed that the primitive plant
life of the Jurassic Age, identical in many respects with that of
South America, was also more varied and abundant, proving that
at one time the climate of Antarctica was at least sub-tropical. More
significant still, Nordenskjold did not find a single fossilised verte-
brate animal on Antarctica, nor has any other explorer. No four-
footed land animal exists in Antarctica to-day. The deduction is
clear. In Jurassic times Antarctica was connected with the northern
continents. Some great convulsion cut it off on all sides by abysmal
deeps. The polar continent then rose higher, the cold set in, and
the ice stopped evolution before the first land animals appeared.
It was toward this risky corner of the Weddell Sea that our little
converted herring-boat jogged northward from De Gerlache Strait.
The second morning out from Deception found us plugging up
through Bransfield Strait in threatening weather, our course laid to
round Trinity Peninsula. All day long the Wyatt Earp rolled and
pounded in the shallow, choppy water off North Graham Land.
About midnight we turned the cape into Antarctic Strait, facing
the Weddell Sea. The wind had risen to a full gale, driving sleet
and fog from the south-west; the sea in the channel was very high.
It was foolhardy to risk a possible encounter with the Weddell
pack in such thick weather, and we ran into Hope Bay to ride out
the storm.
In the morning conditions were as bad as ever. I tried to go
ashore to hunt for the Andersen-Duse collection of fossils, but the
weather was too much for me. Hurricane gusts were blowing down
over the glaciers at the back of the bay. The water was too deep
for anchorage and too rough for a small boat. We drifted about the
bay until noon. Then, the weather thick as ever, we sailed south,
anyhow, defying the ice. All night we crept down through the
strait. In the morning the gale blew the sky clear. Except for a few
bergs, no ice was in sight, and we made a good crossing of Erebus
and Terror Bay.

